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C H A N G E S
KIOWA BARBER
by Marj McAlister
Idle behind his chair he stands 
black leather beneath strong brown hands 
his dark eyes pierce the thick plate glass 
oblivious to feet that pass.
I seem to hear ghostly hoofs beat 
see phantom dust rise from the street.
I feel a chill, though warm the day.
What would Satanta have to say?
No paint or feathers to be seen 
hut just an apron, sickly green 
No scalp is hanging from his belt 
when hair is cut; no pain is felt.
He earns the white man’s money now 
no vengeful thoughts becloud his brow 
there is no glory in his task 
he hides behind a stolid mask.H
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